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Tout Washington carried through sunshino and
cloud.

The years pass away lltto tho leaves on tho
trees,

But tho flag ho uplittcil still noati in tho lircczo.
Woirtl Tlmo ho rovorscs hii mystical glass,
And tho phantoms of fancy they dreamily pass.
Tho Green Dragon tavern wo cannot forget,
Where tho rebels of Boston for liberty met.
The midnight awakens to hoot-bea- t that rings
Amcssagoof freedom dollanco to kings!
Adown through tho ugos that sound Paul IIo- -

vcro
On history's pages tho centuries hear.
Old momories echo around us y

From Loxinglon, listen to sound of tho fray,
Whllo Concord, arousing, sends buck tho alarm,
And minuto-men- , gather from homestead and

farm.
There Davis of Acton for liberty fell;
Of Butrlclcand Parker lot history tell.
Prom the shores of tho Mystic tho tow hills

arise
Co your memory, Warren, that shaft to tho

skies:
That summit of glory that crowns Bunker hill;
Tho spirit of Adonis Is guarding it still.
Thcru Proscott iind Putnam contended with fate,
Thoro Stark led to battlo tho old Ornnlto stato,
Thcro freedom, not glory, the patriots sought
Immortal In story thu hill where they fought
Thcro Knowlton, enshrouded in thunder and

flame,
Upheld like a hero Connecticut's famo.
As long as Connecticut honors her sons.
Her Knowlton and Hale shall bo glorllied ones.
Pltcalrn, In your valor old England takes prldo,
Bravo fooman undaunted, Hko soldier you died,
Thrlco leading your veterans up tho grim crest;
In Westminster Abbey profound be your rest!
Prom Virginia comes to tho stato by tho bay
Tho trappers of Morgan In hunter's array;
Prom tho banks of Potomac, from Shenandoah's

vale,
The horoes of Lexington bid you "All hallt"
Bore tho "Head of tho Army" meets Liberty's

sons,
HIa" wolcome to Cambridge the enemy's guns.
Tho Insolent cannon grew quiet ono day,
As tho haughty Invaders wcro driven away.
Port Sullivan, Trenton, Long Island each

namo
Js written in blood upon tablets of famo.
Fort Sullivan's flas?, tho whtto crescent on blue,
Over Jas'per tho fearless how proudly It flew I

How Charleston rejoiced when tho blue banner
rose,

Waving courago to friends and defiance to foosl
At Long Isluud, John Callender would not re-

treat,
But remained with his guns on the field of de-

feat,
Tho natao of a coward that the Runner had won
'On Uie heights of tlru Mystlo that day was un-

done.
"What stories, Champlaln, as you Ho at tho feet
Of "Crowu Point" and "Old Ty," your bluo

waves could repeat;
Those fortresses frowning, they echo tho story
Of old Kthan Allen and Green mountain's glory.
On tho walls of Quebec listening sentinels hoar
The tolling of midnight tho last of tho year,
As Montgomery, scorning tho hot cannon's

breath,
Beneath tho stern fortress mot boldly his death.
Christmas cvo has arrived on tho Delaware cold;
Ho Is holding high festival, Washington bold.
For tho Hessians a feast Christmas day they

prepare,
Thoso heroes that crossed the storm-tosse- Del-

aware;
A feuttval ghastly, whero blood shall bo wlno,
Where tho worm on tho dead shall right royally

dine.
Bravo, Morris tho Quaker, Immortal his glory,
Tho annals of Princeton emblazon his story;
Now Bennington rises, a summit of flame,
Where Stark of New Bumpshlro led farmers to

famo,
John Stark, the old hero, who fought by the

sldo
Of Prcstott and Putnam, whero great Warren

died.
Triumphant his banner he boro to the height,
And his wife, Mollle Stark, was no widow that

night.
Saratoga, Stillwater they each havo their

story,
Whllo Monmouth, Fort Mercor, are written in

glory.
Bravo'Gcneral Wuyne, who, the old annals tell,
Said If Washington plannod it, his troops could

tako hell.
Stony Point and its capture shall ever remain
A monument fitting "Mad Anthony" Wayne.
West Point, at your bidding rise ghosts from

tho tomb,
And Andio the gifted goes forth to his doom.
A spirit so noble, his fate we bewail,
Whllo pity is Bdent, remembering Hale.
Hold Benedict Arnold, how bravely ho, foughtl
Cau ho be tho traitor whoso honor was bought?
His country's betrayer, a general brave,
He bartered his glory for renegado's grave.
Saratoga It gives him with heroes a placo;
West Point has enshrouded his namo in dis-

grace.
For Atnlre, Fort Grlswold, ho cannot atone,
This traitor who perished in exile alono.
King's mountain and Cowpcr's hot lighting

have seen.
Where tho Tories went down beforo Campbell

and Greone,
Nathaniel Greene, who, defying King George,
For freedom nnd country loft anvil and forgo.
Ob, blacksmith immortal! resounding your

blows,
That arm when uplifted struck terror to foes.
On tho crest of the tempest a ruinbew appears,
And Vorktown illumines tho darkness of years.
Tho d banner, tho lilies of Franco,
Triumphant In victory, glorious dance.
Though lives of tho bravest, und millions It cost,
King Georgo bus been vanquished nn empire

is lost,
Coruwallls is taken the victory won,
On history's pages a nation begun.
Old England, our kindred In language and blood.
Each year brings us closerncross the wild Hood;
lu your sorrow wo weep, in your gladness re-

joice,
, And us children, remember tho lost mother's

voice;
The cradle-song- s taught us la years that are

flown,
Vour Shakespeare und MUlon wo lovo as our

own.
Cluirles J. Duncan, In IIouseU,qUl Monthly.

' Proposing Under DMUoultle.
What oddities wo have been at balls!

Once, at tho supper tabic, I saw a
heavy drugoou deeply engaged with his
lady, IIo was actually proposing, but
at tho moment was busy with nn obsti-
nate snoulder of lamb. In his agita
tion ho lobt control of his carving; the
joint slipped aud bounded from tho
table arid fell on tho floor between mo
and him. This wus an awkward,

contretemps, but, notwith-
standing, the business camo to a happy
lsw.i"" GoiiUcmmi'i: Magazine.

Hardly the Haute.

Io you feel the same for your htts- -

t,nd as you did when ho was courting,
yotty

"Well, hardly the namo. Then most
of the time I way mad for him; now
nost of tltnu I am mad at him." N. Y.
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buttle of
Princeton, In the year 1777, and Wash-
ington anil his llttlo band of patriots
had mado themselves safe in the rugged
hills of New Jersey.

Several miles from whero tho Ameri-
can army lay, secure and jnbilant over
its recent brilliant victories, on the
slopo of a wooded bluff overlooking a
pleasant stream, stood tho unpreten-
tious cabin of Mrs. Ewing.

She was tho widow of Jasper Ewing,
a valiant patriot killed in the early part
of tho revolutionary struggles. Hero
she and her daughter, Rachel, a lovely
girl of eighteen, with rosy checks and
dark eyes, lived alone, deriving a mea-
ger livelihood from their fow acres of
tillable land below the bluff.

Mrs. Ewing and Rachel wero firm
patriots, and, though they mourned
deeply over their great loss, their cour-
ago was of too high a naturo to yield to
despair and condemn the causp which
had deprived them of a protector.

There was one in tho neighborhood
who would gladly havo done all In his
power to lessen tho trials of the widow
and daughter. That was Charles Rig-ne- y,

whoso father's well-cultivat-

fields lay just across tho stream from
the Ewing place.

Young Rigney nnd Rachel had grown
up together from childhood, and had
gone to tho same school. Later, this
early friendship had ripened into love
on Rigney's side, but Rachel did not
reciprocate his feeling. Indeed his
passion and attention had begun to
annoy her considerably, and several
times she was on the point of dismiss-
ing him in such a way that there
would be no mistaking her real feel-
ings toward him.

But thoy had boen friends so long.
and friends in thoso times meant a
great deal to two lonely women. She
could not b r the thought of hurting
Rigney's feelings. Thero came a time,
however, when she was forced to speak
very plainly.

Tho gloaming of a cheerless winter
evening was falling over tne woody
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SUE BI'ED Tlir.OUOII THE

bluff. Rachol was making her chickens
snug for the night, when Charles Rig-
ney rode up and reined in before the
little rock poultry shed.

Springing to tho ground ho
tho girl, and woul'd havo cm-brac-

her had she not drawn back,
and, with flushing eyes, cried;

"How daro you take buch a liberty
with me, Charles Rigney?"

The young man's face flushed deep-
ly, and his voice shook with passion as
he said:

"Is it possible I have made a mis-tak-o

in the regard with which I was
pleased to think you favored mo?"

"If you believed my feelings for you
were other than merely friendly, then
you have indeed made u mistake," she
answered.

"There is some ono else whom you
caro for?"

Tho girl was silent, but tho rich
crimson which suffused hor cheeks told
Rignoy ho had hit tho truth. Ho had
suspected it before, but hoped to get
ahead of his patriotic rival.

"It's that skulking Maj. Wayland,
trailing about after that fanatical
leader, Washington, who has captured
your hoart!" ho romarked, hotly,

"Washington nnd Maj. Wayland are
brave, noblo men, far too good to have
oven their names uttered by a tory sym-
pathizer," retorted Rachel Ewiug.

It was a had blow in the fiico and
Rigney winced visibly under it. He
changed his tone, however, and asked,
half ontroatingly:

"Wlll-yo- not marry mo, Raohol?"
"No, my father fought and died n

patriot I could never let his child
wed a man whose sympathies are
strongly against tho sldo which ho up-

held. 1 do not love you, and can never
bo your wlfo."

"Your mind is contaminated with
this foolish patriot business and yon
lovo another. I know him, and I shall
find a way to havo my revengo and
liumblo your prldo, Rachol Ewing!"

Ho darted her a look of haughty an-
ger, then sprang into his saddle and
rode away down tho bluff.

Robert Wayland, an officer in tho
colonial sorvlco with Washington, was
a handsomo young man, gentle, manly
and possessing many excellent quali-
ties. Ills own parents had died when
he was very young and ho had been
raised and educated by his grand-
parents, who lived some six miles dis-
tant from Mrs. Ewlng's cabin.

It had been Robert Wayland who
had brought them tho first tidings of
Mr. Ewlng's death, and tho young of-

ficer's kindness and gcntlo considera-
tion during tho sad period which fol-
lowed had quite won tho motherly es-
teem of tho widow and tho heart of tho
daughter.

A wook went by and Rachel Ewing
had nearly ceased to think of Rigney's
threat to havo revenge.

IIo would surely havo enough man-
hood not to injuro two defenseless
women; thon how could ho find an op-

portunity to harm tho young officer in

fill

Washington's camp?
A cold, stormy day was drawing to a

close, as Rachel stood at a window of
hor mother's cabin and watched the
descent of the snowflakes.

Her thoughts wero of Robert Way-lan- d,

and she hoped that ho and all
his brave comrades in tho patriot serv-
ice wero well and comfortable.

Suddenly four horsemen galloped
through tho falling snow aud drew
rein beforo Ihe little rack of fodder
where tho cow was feeding.

It needed no one to toll Rachel Ewing
and her mother that thoy were British
soldiers.

Hitching thoir horses where they
would be as little exposed to tho storm
as possible, tho British troopers strode
boldly into tho cabin and up to tho
pleasant flroplaco where a log burned
cheerfully.

Thoy wero coarse-face- d men, and
their evident disrespect caused Mrs.
Ewing and her daughter to shrink
away in apprehension and loathing.

"It's beastly cold out," said tho lead-
er, stamping his largo feet before the
hearth. "Hore, girl, you and the old
lady fly around and get us up some
supper. Wo've got a job to attend to

aud we want something to
brace us up.'

With as good a grace as it was possi-
ble, under the circumstances, for them
to command, tho mother and daughter
prepared supper for their unbidden
guests.

As tho British troopers arranged
themselves around the table, the leader
addressed tho women in these words:

"We will excuse you now, ladies, and
will wait upon ourselves, as wo have a
little private businoss t'o discuss."

NIGHT AND THK STORM.

Only too glad to leave the hateful
presence of their visitors, Mrs. Ewing
and Rachel mounted a little ladder to
a small room over the kitchen.

Scarcely had thoy gained this retreat
when the sound of a horseman coming
up tho rocky road of the bluff tell on
their ears.

Looking from a small window,
Rachel watched tho newcomer dis-
mount and walk toward tho cabin.

Thero was something very familiar
in the man's gait, and, much disguised
as ho was, she was not slow in detect-
ing Ills roal identity.

"It is Charles Rigney, mother," the
girl whispered, "and somo vile plot is
browing."

"I fear so, my child."
"I must go down that ladder and

play spy, mother."
So saying, she desconded to tho little

hallway below, and entered a small
closet, adjoining the kitchen.

The table where the troopers sat was
only a few feet from where tho girl
crouched, and inclining her ear she
could distinctly hear all thoir conver-
sation. ,

Rigney had mado himself comfort-
able beforo 'tho fireplace, whoa tho
leader asked him:

"Well, what news?"
"Good!'' returned Rigney, a triumph-

ant ring in his voice.
"So wo bag the young fox
"Yes, You will then o

an enemy from my path, and at
the bamo time capture ono who can
tell you all Washington's plans which
ho is no doubt hatching up over at
Morrlstown."

"Uoodl Good!" cried tho leader.
"That's what Cornwallts would give a
deal to know, just the precise plana

I that aro concocting in tho brain of that

sly old fox. Tho yonng offlcor can
supply that information, if wo havo to
torturo it outof him. But how did you
mnnago tho business?"

"Listen. You romombor 1 told yon I
iras watching tho major's movomonts
flosely. Well, to-da-y ho ha been vis-Kin- g

nt his grandparents', who Hvo
a x miles from horo on tho Morrlstown
road. I'vo just como from him. In
my disguise I carried to him a falso
messugo from tho widow here, whom I
reported very ill and very desirous of
seeing him ht Tho major's dead
In lovo with tho girl here, and of
courso soon gavo his promlsp to come,
as soon as ho can break nway from his
grandfather, who is fooblo and exacts
much attention from his precious ma-
jor, when Washington lets him run
over to see the old peoplo who raised
him. Ho'll.bo horo in an hour nt least
Keep an cyo open, nnd let tho game
walk right into tho sack "

Rachel Ewing waited to hear no
more, but crept noiselessly back up tho
ladder and roportcd what bho had
heard to hor mother.

"Rignoy has formed a vilo plot to
havo Maj. Wayland captured by thoso
rough soldiers brought hero for that
purpose. lint l will outwit him, soo II
I don't!" and tho girl's eyes flashed
resolutely.

"But how will you do it?" asked her
mother.

"I will mount Charles Rigney's horse
which stands without, and ride forth
to mcot Maj. Wayland and warn him."

"But Rachel"
"I am a patriot's daughter, mother,

and it is to save a noble patriot that I
go. So four not for me."

Wrapping herself in mantle and
nubia, Rachel Ewing kissed her moth-
er, then descended tho ladder, and let
herself out at a small back window at
a rcmoto quarter from the kitchen.

The darkness of night enwrapped
tho bluff, as Rachel sped around tho
cabin t where Rignoy had hitched his
horse.

Tho l'orso was ono of the best In the
country and she knew if she could got
a fatr start she could defy all pursuers.

Unhitching tho animal from the fod-
der rack, she vaulted into tho saddlo,
and rode away down tho woody road.

The storm had not abated much, und
tho cold wind of that winter night
made her shiver and draw her raantlo
closer about her. But she rode on, un-
daunted by snow and wind, and reso-
lute in her purpose to meet and warn
Maj. Robert Wayland.

Reaching tho foot of the bluff, sho
took u straight road leading to Grand-
pa Wayland's place, the way by which
Robert would bo sure to come.

Sho had gone but a half mile, when
the steady stroke of horses' feet strik-
ing the hard, frozen road behind her
told that her flight had been discovered
and pursuers were on her trade

Like a frightened bird she sped along
through the night and storm, tho noblo
horse of the man whom she was out
fitting never once offering to turn
back or slacken his swift pace.

The sounds of her pursuers now
reached her more distinctly, and, de-
spite the speed at which her horse was
going, sho began to fear they wero
gaining on her.

Three miles passed by in that wild
ride and Rachel realized that her pur-
suers were indeed gaining ground.

Did fate decree that they should
overtake her? Must the man she loved
fall into the net so artfully spread to
catch him?

"Never!" sho cried to herself, and,
unheeding tho numbness of her chilled
hands, the fearless girl urged her horso
forward.

She had just crossed tho little ford of
the stream that wound across her path',
when a horseman, coming rapidly from
an opposite direction, reined in beforo
her, grasping her bridle rein in a firm
hold.

She believed, in her sudden terror,'
that it was one of Rigney's allies sta-
tioned there, who had stopped her.
She was about yielding to despair when
a familiar voice called:

"Who goes there?"
"Oh, Maj. Wayland!"
"Rachel!"
In another moment tho cold little

lianas wero in his warm ones, and he
was listening to a rapid account of her
bravo mission.

They wcro soon riding on to Grand-
pa Wayland's, whero two American
troopers had just arrived with a mes-
sage from Gen. Washington for tho
young major.

Leaving Rachel In his grandmother's
comfortable home, Maj. Wayland, fol-

lowed by the two American troopers,
chased bis foes down the road and be-

yond Mrs. Ewing's cabin.
Bold, bad men are usually cowards

at heart, and thoy fled wildly before
the three valiant patriots.

Rigney was severely punished for the
revengo he had tried to take. He was
thrown from tho horse, which he was
riding in pursuit of tho girl who out-
witted him so fearlessly, and. was ren-
dered a cripple for the rest of his life.

Maj. Wayland married Rachel Ewing
soon after her bravo ride to savo him,
and the trials of herself and mother
wero past

Too High Triced for Ooorge.
Washington's steward was a man

named Fraunccs, who liked good living
and with whom Washington contin-
ually quarreled about tho marketing.
One time he bought a shad in Feb-
ruary, and as Washington saw it com-

ing into tho dining-roo- m ho waa
charmed and asked what fish it was.

"It is a shad," replied tho steward.
"A very flno shad. It was tho only
ono In the market and 1 bought it for
yon."

"But what did you pay for it?" said
Washington, sternly.

"It is a vory flno shad," continued
tho steward, "and it is cooked to a
turn."

"But I want to know tho price tho
price!"

"It cost three dollars," stammered
out Fraunccs.

"Take it away," said Washington, as
he raised his hand; "tako It awuy. It
shall never bo said that I sot such an
example of luxury and extravagance."

And with that ho drove the steward
out of tho room, and the shad was
eaten in thfl servants' kltoJwn. Pitta
burgh Dispatch.

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.
Ho Had. Chappy "I, aw, say,

mlstah, havo yo soon a fool of a chap
around horu lntely?" Oltizon "Do you
think I'm blind?" Ynnkoo Blndo.

Ambitious Author "Naggus, I'm
obliged to you for not pulling my last
Btory to pieces." Literary Editor "Not
at all, Borus. I couldn't got hold of
tho throad of it" Chicago Tribune.

Young Jowolor "I'vo neglected my
business, run wild and failed. But I'm
going to reform. I'll marry and sottlo
down." Old Jowolor (a creditor)
"Don't you think you had bettor sottlo
up first?" Jeweler's Circular.

Uobson "I'm tired of llfo, yo soe,
and yot if I blow out my brains, don't
you know? tho world would condemn
mo as a suicide." Dobaon "No, I bo-llo-

tho goneral verdict would bo just-
ifiable homloldo." Epoch.

What He Didn't Llko. Fuldros
(nodding toward pretty girl with a dozon
men talking to hor) "Yes, sho's deuced
pretty and smart and rich, but thcro aro
somo things about hor I don't like,"
Tuodo "Indeed? What aro thoy?" Ful-dr- es

A dozen mon." Dotrolt Free
Pross.

"Say, mister, I'm awful hungry, and
I haven't had a drink for two days."
"I'm sorry," said tho kind-hearte- d po
liceman," but I don't seo how I can help
you." "You can, though. Just lend mo
four helmet and coat till I go around to
the side door of this restaurant"
Washington Star.

Too Wholesome. First Tramp
"That's a dern good pair o' trousors
fou mowed from that clothesline last
night; just as good as new, by jingo!"
Second tramp "That's what ails 'em.
They aro too good. I'm so used to n

that these things kind o' suffo-:at-o

me." Yonkors Gazette.
Ho Is a Good Player. Van Jaz

"James fell down tho olovator shaft
this morning from tho ninth floor."
Young Osborno "Did It kill him?"
Van Jaz "No, it simply stunned him
for a moment, then ho jumped up and
ihouted. 'Who scored?' He. thought ho
tvas playing football." Brooklyn
Times.

Ho "Thore Is a certain young lady
deeply interested in me, and, while I
Hko her, you know, still I never could
love her. I want to put an ond to it
without breaking tho poor girl's heart
Can you suggest any plan?" Sho "Do
you call there often?" He "No, In-

deed. Not any oftoner than I can pos-
sibly help. Sho "Call oftenor."
Truth.

"That is Orpheus," said tho young
man; "he was a wonderful musician.
He was such a forceful player as to
move trees and stonos." "So?" replied
the old gentleman, looking at the statue
in a contemplative mood; "not so bad;
but you never heard that cousin of
yours play. Sho's only a llttlo puny
thing, "but they do say sho's made no
less than twenty whole families move,
and I guess It's no moro'n tho truth."
Boston Transcript

A Fatal Mistake. New Waitress
(at Mrs. Slimdlet's boarding-house- )

"Tenderloin steak lambchopsvoalcut-let- s

pork chops eggs friederpoached-boiledordroppe- d,

broiled chicken, brook
trout game " Old Boarder (wildly)

"What?" Now waitress "Beg par-
don, I forgot I used to be in an order
restaurant Lemme see, what is it
here? Oh! Fried liver, stowed liver, or
boiled." Old Boardor (weakly)

Bury- -

Jester.
THE MULE BLEW FIRST.

Why tho Doctor's Treatment Wn Not
Kll'ectual.

"Breathing into the nostrils of a horsa
when ho holds in his breath," says an
exchange, "has a wondorful effect in
allaying his fears and calming his tem-
per when excited." It is not known
with what intent this statement was
published, but if anybody is foolish
enough to experiment in the manner
indicated ho would do well to ponder
over the story of the man who had a
sick mule and who consulted a
veterinary surgeon as to tho best means
of curing tho animal. The owner ol
the mule did not exactly know what
ailed tho beast, and it is to be presumed
that the veterinary was equally in the
dark, becauso his prescription consisted
of a powder which was to bo put into a
tin tubo and blown up the mule's nos-
trils. A couple of days after leaving
these directions tho veterinary mot tho
mule-owne- r. That person had a some-

what disfigured face and in general ap-
peared to bo rather unhappy. "How Is

tho mule?" asked tho veterinary.
"He's all right"
"Did you follow my directions about

giving tho powder?"
"Yes."
"Did you put tho powder in a tube

and blow it up tho mulo's nose?"
"Well, not exactly," said tho man.

"I put tho powder In tho tube all right
and got all ready to blow, but thero
was a little hitch."

"What was tho trouble?"
"Well," said the man, with a sort of

a smile, "the mule blew first" N. Y.
Mall and Express.

A Ileal Live Lord.
I once mot a real "lord." no was th

living image of Bud Jennison, who used
to come to Peoria and hold auction saloi
of rare paintings by the old masters.
I've seen him knock down a genuine
Raphael, or a Paul Veronese, for two
dollars and eighty cents, without the
framo, that you couldn't buy In New
York to-da- y for five dollars. He wai
bald, too, the lord waa I was bitterlj
disappointed with him, but as I grew
older I became reconciled to him, be
cause I knew that nolthor peer nor auc
tioneer could help 'being people. Then
I was introduced to a Fronch nobleman.
Ho was an umbassador of some kind; 1

forget just what his title was, that Is, I
don't just forget it, but I oan't exactly
spoil it, in print, I can spell it easily
enough In writing, where I onn mako all
the letters alike, but it is different in
print Woll, I told him he remlndod ma
so much of a friend, Hi Olmstead, who.
run a fish-bo- down at Copperas Creek.
Ho Is dead now the ambassador. I
thoughtlessly spoke French in convers-
ing with hlin, and he killed himself try.
lug to understand me. It was my fault
I did not think that ho hadn't been her
long enough to learn our French. Bur
detto, iu Ladles' Home Journal.

FARM AND GARDEN.

ABOUT CORN COCKLE.
A. Damnclnc Wood Among- - Wheat and

Ryo nnd Hon to Destroy It.
Cscklo or corn cooklo (Lychnis gltha-go- )

is a vory troublesome weed whou
it becomes mixed with wheat or ryo,
as the seed is so near tho alzo of the
wheat nndryogrnlns astomako It vory
difficult to scroon it out, and if loft In
It seriously injures tho quality of tho
flour mado from tho grain containing
it Cocklo belongs to tho satno family
os tho pink and swoot William, It is
a native of Europo from which It has
boon introduced nndscattorod through-
out all whoat and g sec-
tions. Tho plant Is from two to four feot
high, sparingly branched nbove. Tho
loaves aro threo to flvo Inches long,
less than half an inch wide and gradu-
ally taper to a point They aro thick,
tho edges entire, and tho surface, llko
that of tho rest of tho plant is covered
with flno softhairs. They grow In single
pairs at tho base, ot each branch and
opposite each other. Tho branches aro
slender, naked and terminated by
flowers of a rcddlsh-purpl- o color from
'i to UK inches long when expanded.
The scod-po- d Is oblong and roundish,
and is filled with nutnorous dark-pur-pl- o

seeds. Millers consider cocklo
much more damaging than chess, as
tho latter is light and can roadily bo
screened out, whllo cockle Is nearly aa

CORK COCKLE (LYCHNIS O1TIIA0O.)

heavy as tho grain in which it is found.
Since cocklo is an annual plant, a care-
ful selection of seed will keep it out of
the fields. Sow perfectly clean seed
upon land where no grain was grown
the previous year, and select the next
year's seed wheat from tho crop grown
upon this field. In a few years the
wheat will be free from cockle. Tho
grower of such seed would enlarge his
field of usefulness and protect his own
fields from cockle by offering clean seed
to wheat-growin- g neighbors. Orange
Judd Farmer.

POTATO CULTIVATION.

Advantage nnd Disadvantages ol ISmU- -
lriK Tuber Under Straw.

Tho plan is a good one In a dry or
loamy soil, especially in a dry season,
but in a wet soil it is liable to prove a
failure. The soil should bo prepared
in as good a tilth as possible, plowing
deep and working fine with the harrow.
It is essential with all root crops to
havo tho soil stirred deop and worked
into good tilth. Mark out tho furrows
very shallow, as a very light covering
of soil should be given. Make them as
close together as they can woll bo run
with the plow; as no cultivation Is to bo
givon it is a waste of land, work and
straw to have the rows more than two
feet apart; one and a half is still bet-
ter, and then have tho hills one foot
apart in the rows.

As to the seed there is considerable
difference of opinion. Some prefer to
cut to single eyes and thon drop two
cuts in each hill; others prefer to cut two
of these eyes and drop only one cut in
each place; while again, others prefer
to select out medium sized tubers and
plant whole, and after they como up to
thin out to not more than threo vines
to each hill. Others again pick out all
tho btnall potatoes and plant them as
they are. There is no advantage in cut-
ting a day nor an hour before planting
only to savo time. If the potatoes are
cut It will bo a little better to place tho
cut side down in tho dropping. Cover
with soil und step en tho hill after
covering, In ordor to havo the soil and.
tubers come In close contact Cover
with wheat straw. When fresh laid on
it should avcrago eight inches deep,
bnt it will settle considerably, as a
mulch that deep would rot tho potatoes
beforo thoy would gorminate. Alwaya
uso whoat straw oat straw usually
contains too many seeds that will
germinate and often form a mat
Uirough which tho potato plants can-
not force, thoir way. In a loose, loamy
soil or in localities subject to drought
tho plan is a good one, St Louis Re-
public.

linn Carrying Dunkllnca.
Ducklings aro so easily raised by

hons, and require so llttlo caro, com-
pared with chicks, that it will pay to
havo hc'iis to sit on ducks' eggs and
bring off tho young. Of tho lurgd
eggs of tho Pokin, eight will bo suffi-
cient for a largo hon. It is not
necessary to turn tho hen and duck-
lings out, or allow them to go near
the wator. On tho contrary, they
should bo kopt warm and dry. Young-duckling- s

should not bo given very
cold water to drink, us it cramps
them, und uudor no circumstances
must they becomo wet Feed thorn
liberally and often, and givo tho hon
nnd ducklings plenty of litter upon
whlol) to bleep ut night As they grow
very rapidly thoy soon become too
large for a hen to hover them, and for
that reason thoy should bo looked
after at night, and fastened up in a
warm, bnug box. Form aud Fireside

a


